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Humbly offered to the Memory of the Reverend Father in God 


Docor Humphry Henchman, 
Le BISHOPIA LONDON * 
Who Departed this Lite the 8th of Ofober 1675. 


| Tand off, you Common Fenchers for the Dead, 
43 Whoſe Mule, like Worms,on Carkaſbes is fed; 


Who ofc 4fef your Mercinary Eyes | 
To pay fors'd Tears atunknown Obſequies. 


Profane notin Dull Rhymes this Rev'rend Herſe 
Nor c!ogg't with your Set- Farms of Tatter'd Verſe, 


' Ler Sacred Wit Embalm His Memory, 


_—And4 to Poſterity : 


Whilſt all the Raptures in his Praiſe diftill 
Not from Pernaſſus, but from $/0n Hill. 
Great Pious Prelate! who can Eccho forth 
In any meaſure, thy Tranſceadent Worth * 
How juſtly we could wiſh (oh might it be!) 
A Second Donne-$0,mjte thy Elegy, 1 
Yet, though we cannot ſpeak Thee to the fall 
'Tis 1rreljgiozs to be wholly Dull : 
Then give us leave our Sorrows to expres, 
Although in Words that do but make Thee Leſs : 
W hen Pablick Loſſes happen, 'tis bat fic, 
Each man ſhould teſtifie his ſenſe of it : 
Our Mother Church ( by boiſterous FaRions torn, 
W hoſe deeper Skars She has not yer out-worn ) 
One of ber Eldeſt Sons has loſt this day, 
A Light that ſhone wich a Celeſtial Ray z 
Whoſe Preſence ſmall-pretended Lights did ſhun, 
As Glimmering Stars vaniſh before the Sw, 
And can we weaker Children but Bemoan 
Our 1ſraels Horſemen and ber Chariots gone ? 
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His Mora, 


A man of a true Chriſtian temper, Fit 
To Feed the Flock, and allo Govern it; 
From Swferſtition, and from 85hſme free, 
Gentle. yer Jifird his 4uthority. 
7rines did (ſuch ſplendor yield, 
Pagans would Alrars toleff Merit build : 
N here yearly burniag Rich Sabean Gums, 
Fhe Curling Odors of their Hec atombs, 
Should reach his Soul in Heav'n z But we muſt pay 
No ſuch Oblations, But a purer way 
Of 7mitation, whilſt we panting tend 
To Zive like Him, and make as bleſt an Zx4. 
His Faith was (till pregnanc with Charity, 
\nd his Ecligiog caught him Zogalty 1 
His\very Looky were Sacred ; And In's Face 
Primitive Zeal tetain'd its ancient Grace ; 
A (weet, yet awful Preſence, where we ſee 
A General Council in Epitome , 
A Well-poiz'd Fuadgement, with ftupendious pare, 


Store-houſe of Tongues, and Magazine of Arts , 
Anocher zrujtin tor Sublimer Senſe, 


A Chryſoftome for Sacred Eloquence : 

Long had he here, with all Good mens Applauſe 
Diſpens'd his Maſter's Oracles and Laws, 
But now his Work is finiſh'd, his Race z9y, 

And he receives the Crows that he hath won - 
and when his Lord ſhall come at the loft Day, 
He'll be his Hench. men, and prepare the Way. 


EPITAPH. 


W 4's the RefurreRion of the Juſt, 
. Here lies Depoſited the precious Duſt 

Of a Grave Prelate of ſo Clear a Fame, 
Even Schiſmaticks in Him could find no Blame ; 


London, bewails bis loſs, whilſt Heaven in Love 


Tranſlates him to the 
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terarchy above. 


